IN PATRIA POTESTATE

one of the pigs. The dealer was just chaining Magsa
on at the tail of his gang; Magsa's wife was clinging
on to him, and kissing him and howling. After a
minute or two the dealer drove her off with his whip,
but he winked at me and said: 'Come along, lad/ so
I came.

We went north-east, up among the hills, in long,
slow days, trading and exchanging, and whispering
dirty stories and never getting a chance of a wash, I
lost all sense of where I was and whether I was yet in
the Empire. By and bye we were among real barbar-
ians, buying cheap and selling dear. The dealer wasn't
a bad sort in some ways, and would have liked me to
stay on and help him with his gang, but he wanted me
to sleep with him and I wasn't having any of that, and
told him so. I said that when he sold Magsa I would
try to get taken on by the same master.

So at last we came to the big house of a Goth, whose
name was Radimir, and the dealer sold him Magsa,
who was a good cook, for nearly twice what he had
given my father for him. He and the Goth talked for
a few minutes, while I stood by Magsa with my
bundle in my hand, trying to make up my mind what
wages to ask for. He came over and touched my
elbow and whispered: 'I've arranged it all/ I began
to thank him, but he said: 'Oh, it's nothing/ and
grinned and walked out, and in a few minutes I heard
him get the gang together and go off. Magsa and I
were taken along to the kitchen by one of the slaves,
and given big bowls of stewed mutton and onions>
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